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Inching Peter to rustle chairs and tots 


trays? Bah! Tt was Peter—Petertoo 
super! 

“Ete Black Horse Taye fs,” came 
Mrs, Carmody’ bss voice, drowning out 
the lighter chatter” "To have a place 
ike Uist epen in the same county wth 
tut davghter—our granddaughter is 
fontamination’ told Sheri Hilton to 
Seport tome here directly after he rh 
She stood in a litle space respectfully 
leave fer her Astalonry figure fn & 
Sieh brocded black velvet with 8 lac 
ond brooch at her throat and a gold 
tratch on her Hat bosom, with « bony, 
Jn face darkly moustache, she seemed 
the pivot for theirpattern of sting and 
txciable femininity, “That nervoustitle 
Mist ‘Trask in ‘ose glases and. purple 
Seneraie lt wer Ss eguccion Soe 

Petcr fst, then the others, discovered 
Angela, She stoo, litle im gil, with 
Bera, pointed face cast down, and 
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wrth aheen upon ber smooth Mazen bar. 
Ini: selon re with te ca 
tag of ddashoned” nonegaye ght 
Ek tout feds enced ea Beste 
Dots-and with a tiny wreath of te sam 
Bice wes aubrey Agel 


ct pitas of an od ly 
Thaler ewctptn of tat 


young gil ould bo. No ove cou ook 
nore. demure, more truly angelic, than 
this lite les Fara ‘weeatieth- 


for nea ame tint epg fr 
Between er aad’ etet the 


mate, eet ee be 
for the Christmas ste 
sole fr fe Sot crt 
that. private occasion, by ‘ber gin 
othe» orethought;n0, not even his 


gift of a chipped-diamond bar pin had 
‘melted Angela. But now, on this public 


‘Suddenly Angel’ ite slim penton be- 
came animate with mbchiel She did = 
slisando oa ber aippeed fect acres the 
fwazed floor to Peter. » caught him by 
The bowtie of his dres-suit, and pulled 
‘im dowatalfa-leagae down, the bulk- 


ing brute! She baltgiggled the iss late 


inet bis honest suprise, agaist the 
‘Sadendanlng rt of face 
‘He caught her, tight and hard—whew | 
vat Ab sit o> fs 


"fer he grandmother was ot outage, 
So fatuous the was in her approval of 
Fer fought The bats were nner 
fing. Probebly the only proper shock she, 
Abels bad rer pled abandoned 
affection ofan engaged gr for her once. 
‘Her error! She screwed a nasty face at 
Beker preted on Sar, yellow sta 


Angela! Whee ar you grag?” 
“Toltne 
She ppd ft the fourth palor—ihe 


¢me- sacred front one—and closed the door be- 
ie hind her.” It was chilly in here. The 


{our plaster heads of angels which gazed 
‘down, in high relief, from the four corners 
‘of the ceiling, Ioked like death. A win 
ter moon was on the putraits of the 
ladis of the family’. and onthe 
Daizecovered symbol of their sacrifice, 
‘which occupied’ a central place in the 
oom. ‘Thefe it stood—had always stood 
{nanimate fe removed 

of these foar walls. 
‘fags ried on light ered of 
the cover from the great golden harp. 
‘The tradition the inviolable tradition of 
the Carmody family. Master—not ser 
vant—of the Carmody women, Every 
daughter of thehouse must lay it. They 
‘bad started her at five, with an ancient 
ves down to fer 
roa oben se 


Tours of childhood when ae bad been 
shut in alone with only that gilded object 


fxercsed over all her Ife? She woud 
never be. free—really fre—until she 
coud subdue it, 

‘Spe seated herself 
tooled more ike a litle Aésen-haied 
stint than when she was bending to her 


subservience to this ze Bap. Aa 
squinted narrowly at the portrait 

Fretarandmoter.| The dy had 
fused a concert career to play exclusively 
forkerbusband) Hadsheeverreeretied? 
«Angela's grandmother, next in line, 
plated as a gentlefaced young gil—be- 
Fore she had grown iron character and = 


rmowtache=allin that softest “anikado™ 
ay of the seventies, with deep falls of 
fice nd with her dark ir dreased in 


gunk. The amp was, of course, the ob- 
Jeet of her pictured devotion the hap 
‘was the star fire in each of these per- 
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traits! Pesis Carmody had, by her own 
report, poly rtd 5 iy pb 
they Gretchen of ihe erin Boren 
done in the cteamewhie satin with 
point Ine and peal beads which was her 
tredding-dress In ton. Her mother was 
Tong dead now, but the face in the por- 
teat had great spit, and the sary was 
that she had taken fess kindly tothe harp, 
pon ber matige to young Phiip Car- 
mmody, than hit mother might” bave 
wished, Did berinitits, "C.C." stabbed 
Into the git of the harp, express some- 
{bing ofthe young wife's rebelion paint 
the tyranny of her motherinaw 
‘Or were they all sweetly, gently compliant 
to the tradition? In ll that galaxy of 
Tharp devotes, hadn't she any support at 
all? ‘Was the rebel spit really some- 
thing new—something wholly modern? 
‘Butnow the door grated open. Pett! 
He said abruptly. "Why Gd’ you do 
Whonbat? Why, Peter Hamed, 
you mean you didn't want me—?" 
"You only dit before a crowd! You 
wouldn't have done iif there hadnt been 
Serowd! That's all our engagement 
means to youjust & spectacle 
“ean helps Angela, "because 
1 grew up being engaged to You. Any 
fine you ant tocalita—" Shestruck 
Aree chords, and sang in tones of mild 
resignation: 
“Cd of in nd srw el ith dary, 
‘ner tomar, ets 


“Yes, but listen, Ange! I's not right 
shen cre, and you dow't—to make 
pul 
you don't want tobe in the public 
‘ye then you'd better paseme up. Pcn't 
Frese to be inconspicuous! "Heaven bids 
thee come while yet thee'sroem, 


ily jazzing the plain 
tive hymn... huraming 
He caught her two wnsts: “Will you 


‘She'll hear you--your grand 
mother —" 

‘Angela spatched herself free of him. 
Suppose she dacs! The harps reserved 
for sacred musie—and Tm fewetved for 
Yyou-you alone! Don't you ever get 
Sick of backing wp gram’s prejudices? 
Don't you ever get clean fed-up with 


being @ good boy? Don't you, Peter 
8 8, good boy’ you, 
“But Angie, sweetheart, I was only 


{eying to frestl the expoion be- 
‘woen gram and me that's bound to come 
off. Peace committe of one—huht 3 
pose le" Yu' te at out hat 

tinguishing. stunt, Peter Harned; 
fone ofthese days you'l sneak up on the 
tal ofa ighted fuse once too often; when 
the Smoke clears" 

“Angie, honey, T did't mean—" 

fedhmens frst" came the sep of 
‘voice through the bal-open doo, "then 
the concert by the litle Carmody gi. 
es tll only ten fel —" 

“Can You simply bea it?” wh 
‘Angela. "The same old ties that they 
‘were warbling twenty-—forty six 
Teo, Shades ofthe 0d sweet melodies 
Sr you hese cite? Dont 
you pase that she—my great-grand- 
‘other Parkman up there—might have 
steaked in Chompogre Charey of some 
of those old rough ones—at least when 
She was alone? "And what do you spose 
‘would happen if ripped into Something 
ew-—relly new, tonight? Nove too 
‘ch lite to nure—" 

‘eter came close tober, a though er 
Sistbly drawa.. He made a stumbling 
Sort of words: "T—T ndertan 
You ke the steam in ap 
‘ut pipe nd foliefaa oat 
ror bor op ewes, Ii gone 
only put up with me~like me a ite 
Yel never Block the way. There'd be & 
free ext toto any damn place you 
wanted to go 

“You mean you're my stepping-stone 
to freedom?” BY SSPE 


He was such a big, 
honest, simple creature; and his feling 
for her was so whole-souted, 90 bone ser 
fs, And when a man is forever spread 
Jing before you, like a door-mat, his heart's 
evotion .. «fairly begging you to tread 
‘upon hima ¢ 

"*D'yod think that you are my only ac- 
cess to the great wide world?” 

“Oh, Lord, Angie,” be groaned, “T 
ida’ mean" 

“Huh! Just to show you that yos 
ead wrong—I" Angela met, with right 
regard, the sudden tortured burning out 
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deten sana deer ar wae, 
Sobel ef ete et 
ee ee 
Tents pein aur mente 
ee ae buen bor ek 
pete, shes Bie Eom ae 
weit tat eh cmeatabend” es 
Stak ten Boone oo Th wl 
Earn 

Bi ET Snag le ig. You 
seen epee ae 

Ya aoe 
ee 
sins ia cetey ee tclgs eat g 
ic he age heehee 
gees occa 
he Uae eee ine me 
ure sere oe 
ice Pl theyll” 

reins ing 
agen 

Sr Cr ice ténane! Tul 
esol eine we oy sng? 
ie black Horse Teves my dea, 
‘but not till midnight—" 

Se We Ge Black Hore 
rept 

"A Ride Road, But srouly, 
Pict 


Listen, Peter, have you got your car 
peer She hd wig ely amy 
rom hima. 

“At the front of the house—why?”” he 
asked, stopped by the sudden sharp pur- 


‘Posen her voice. 
"There's a last” thing.” said Angela, 
“which T think you can do for me. Wait 


avait right here! 2 She was ale 
‘most instantly back, wit the ermine eve 
ning wrap, whieh had been her grand~ 
mother’s Christmas gift to her, trailing 
the floor. She was incandescent with ex: 
citement. "Coast's clear—thiy've ad 
Journed to the mess-hall, Now's our 
Sane” 

“Bat where—? You don't mean—the 
Black Horse Tavern!" 

Oe 

“But you're not planning for me to 
take ou?” 

Right, again.” 

“Rut Angela, I can't! Tean’t do euch 
fa thing! Any other evening, on the 
at 

“Any time bat the tine want! That's 
fa sample of your frealom! Veter, was 

Vor LXXXI.— 39 


there ever any use to argue with me? 
‘And U'vemade up my mind’ IfT thought 
forever, Teouldat think of a beter way 
to star this New Year than to get in of 

ram's special pet raid. The. grand: 
Hinges ot the resent of the Lede 
Betterment Lesguecould anything be 
sore cospicuoss than tat? You can't 
Stop met You can dash in and squeal on 
meio gamut by fiat tine Tl be 
{gone afternacd Vlnot speak to 
{ath sls my pon my 
wot oh pe 
Wels Tgp donde Andy, Bi ey, 
ass me the bate! 

"The thebsrp?, Butmy God, Angie, 
you cant" 

“Do you more me, or do T move my- 
self? Tes prety tll for me.” 

‘Dut wirebate the len? My God 
Angie, Tean't—you cant Why, itd 
‘eles much a8 my life's worth for me to 
take that harp ut of your grandmother’ 
ec 

“Angela looked from Peter to the harp. 
‘Seven itl devs of cooleacalation were 
dancing in her brown ayes. She came 
back ™e the spectacle of Peters soul- 
agony. “Will Jou shake a leg!” 


‘Twenty minutes later the hilarious, 
smoky atmosphere of the Black Horse 
‘averss main dning-rom was vaded 
by a rncess i an ermine ra 

Boy te Greedas cat wis hase & 
great baizecovered object, Tt vas be- 
teen dances, A burly man ata tear-by 
tule ganced igh pateed fo the act of 
pouring out another froma hip flask, and 
Addressed his Titian-haied companion: 

‘Say, sn't that that lite Carmogy d 
and her’ boy-friend and what 
hell?" 

‘Angela stepped past him, past other 
lances of inquiry, amaced' recognition, 
‘ivid questioning. She moved di- 
rect to the litle hovering, pouter pigeon 
figure of a maa, who was_cleady’ the 

oprietor. “Table, madam?” 

“Tis that all of the orchestra?” she 
asked, with a nod toward the five males 
‘who cetupied the platform, 

“Fagan's Jazr Band, irom Syracuse,” 
he asses her. 

“You need a barp. Will you boost me 
wp? 
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‘The little Frenchman stared. He was 
new to these parts; he had never heard of 
‘Angela, or the Carmody tradition 

But bere, Peer caught up with ber. 
“Angela!” he ered. "Don't you let het 
ores HE you do you'l regi—" 

%Oh, shut up! Don't pey any atien- 
tion to him. “A hand, boys!” she urged, 
shedding her cloak, and labine wp at 


"Fos eat that shove Creing was tan 
snrengh ike «moses soon, Bes hep 
ae jss record apeted to fast. There 
an the platform, he centre of & web of 
Duper streamers, the objet of fuddld 
Eompliments the chief esse of ver 
loader and tver noise blest upon t 
Nome, Angle erelf go She layed, 
with Singers andtocs—ith all of het 
Bry, she jase pon the Carmody ber 
loom’ ‘The harps slow, rather ix 
tie istrument and the sil which she 
demonstated. tht evening oust ve 
fepreenid hours and hot of atom 

ie behind cosed doe the id 
ont pao. But nom, att, he exceus 
tion as public. Openly she deserted 
the Carmody har, and the desecrton 
Was Joy toe, Fok she was master ow 
She conolled and incited the 
hich hd trannoed over Ser 

‘ea mere plement lease al the 
twanging and’ Ppling madness of ie 
thie hed ben confine inher 

Peter tthe tate below her, drankand 
srowned’and Argel broke’ io igh 
Song. = Evemody ok up the 
‘hots, °Giides and lide of eet and 
Sstaphones, Vices outing, ame 
Seth, Dis’ suayingal the ehas 
mismo jrgoing at oncel Angela waste 
enite oft on amie terme ith ores 
Gasol dancere The ache Pelee 
Scowied st her the higher Rae her est 
He cat it upon hera dozen nes, re 0 
tar her avay. ‘Beaune it mae Pier 
Sore"sehapp, Angela. staledopeny 
upon the drummey, eho had mishap 
chmum and a wak chin Peters bce 
Sete, Hi eyes we OU Soma 
things he coud do besides aoe, she te 
feced: cul ip off the rad to the 
Dropriter: he cold phone her grand. 
Irother “ine ater wan the thing wich 


ete probably did in tht short interval 
‘he hens thet fom the oom But 
Behar pont, some one pase Angela 
octal whic tasted ike varnaiy and 
She topped reetng. = 

Siang “The gts’ were of, horns 
veer biaring, and. Angsia was inehow 
Iring swag irom shoulder to shouler, 
Hotbcenth 1 treasing bade 
a kss from which abe struggled free: 
Nowa grep te knew". akan, hard 
arp pon her, shoulicr, Peter, 
Shing hes!" “Bor the love of God, 
Angee" 

ie Tights fashed on, and 
{rom him, laughing. She was 
tthe harp again her spread hand 
plucking up the hythm. ‘The long, lose, 
Alownward’ smear of the musi tke the 
Siig of Atnnbecenars  debale 
filth sudden upward recovery, ke & 
kcap » now the at, pty wth bead 
and. shui going’ Angee andthe 
drummer executing & panterime duet of 

foxctotting patents spared. 

Se absorbed she was, tht abe missed 
ane entrance uth fared of the room 
She glanced wy, saw the commoton, and 
‘releomed its the 
Mibu thaws ea Temes A 

ia grandmother, supported by ladies 
Gi tbe League who sto! and gstbered in 
the mole some! Angela stopped dead 
nie middie a ekende es the 
trchstra caught her shock, and stopped 
Shanquenty Tn the complet sh at 
ensued, Mrs. Carmody advanced, her 
anc tappingomincusty She war este 
figure in her hereditary ‘alsin cape, with 
alice Chant ly sat ted over er head. 
‘Those who had been une toa bet 4 
‘moment befor, now managed sn upright 
Danllon; expectancy sctned 0 2 
prep 

cr pray, to her 
tion hin bk SW 
her remencovs bass yo, with her black 
ves upon Ange 

‘Bagless sunt conscious ofthe 
fact that ber dress was torn hall of het 
Shoulder, and that the wreath of arta 
Dopeetanoret ne oe 

"TA" private room,” Peter entreateds 
‘ris way, Mew. Carmoiy, please ™ 

“Lave nothing to 8" Co 
daughter,” boomed that lady, 
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‘be eves burned into hers with a siaien 
Ietens hope, a beatles 

‘Angel's nets stemed to melt away. 
But a ile smile touched the muscles of 
her cheek; she said, still watching Peter 
like aa experinent— “Till clear out, 


‘Mrs. Carmody turned. 

Angel bust from Peter. “Ob, 

mod, wait” 

“n't talk to me—talk to her. Just 
‘one thing more; Angela! On one condi. 
tion only, wil Lever see you again. It 
the time ‘comes when yeu do make up 
{your mind to take Peter Harned, 

{alk to you, ‘That is, if Peter 
enough to have you. 

"The harp, grim! Ts that din 
1007” 

“vs your,” said old Mrs. Carmody 


at 

1 as a ine Sh 
oo a rs ae 
otters 
Sore rere te ee 

a Foy hary othe Satakal ob, BY 
CE ane 
SU ar pte sere 
she oy! ee ee ee 
= 

St tp Cand 
girl alone on the platform, under winter 
sn he een See 
Su serene meas 
Pipe eb cote 
Bee ae 
free oes 
Seocent eal Os eres 
Ree a Giga eer 

sc eee te tomes 

ee aciee aie oa tar 
a ae 
rege lpareegrge 
ae Ga a see aa oa 
See 
fae Pal le og om 
Sens potion 
applies 
een 


Syracuse. Whereupen, the flow's at- 


, tentions to her became So fervd that she 


‘wes teriicd, and appealed to another, 
She chowe a tiddle aged gentieman a3 Net 
protector. This fatherly man understood 
Patecly—wo pevediy? s 7 He sc 
Sethe gpm nd id ee o8 
toNew Yar hoped, signl- 
ieanly, that Angela would abw Btn to 
tap he, 

‘Angela eicped. She bribed the por 
ce With ‘heen tng oo ber ile 
Seger, to smuggle bet Rirp off at the 
Det Hatin, “That was Rochester. A 
gd mancivee to dude Peter, she as. 
Sora herein Rochester, se played 
for three nights In German retaurant, 
‘rire she made a medest hit and made, 
2s, her onn fate to New York, ‘That 
tes 'the begnning of Angel's eee. 

‘New Years Eve of tox6-—just five 
years later to the day. “The scene was 
ibe Pullman car of an astound tran, 
wich was teporaiy stalled te the Blz= 
aH somewiere west of Rechte, "The 
passengers included "The Queen of Jazz™ 
nd the member of br ninepice fades! 
baad wilch was etamlng ree aude: 
Wile Your ofthe West and was due 
acheter for an engigement that ever 

‘Khgela henelf lay back in che plush 
seat with ber eyes cowed, In the Sve 
Yeu she hal changed. Her faaen bait 
ia off; oneand only one-—ol the ny 
tracen tars swung a tremendously long 
iver Sige earring. Except when ahe 
tras rockstil, the erring jassed AC this 
Thoment she vas mouowless; Angela had 
Texned ue consetve bet energy Hier face 
seas unites and os tac feared sa evr, 
burit had thinned and sharpened lite, 
ani—yer—tardened) at though 1 had 
feed’ raisanee ‘Daly the ak eyes, 
arte she opened ther, were the same? 
the same young vitally, the same danc- 
ing gltus o geld. er sa yas mas 
Bay etn Goch of vite rek aod te 
‘ey extreme ite gry kid slippers she 
were had heds and trangular oe inserts 
oe 

bout her was the sti of che eight 
bored and’ grumbling members of “her 
company: Hrtze Ryan, trombone; Tot 
‘Taylor piano; Bublike Gordon, sax and 
clarinet and Lola La Mont, ao sax and 
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clarinet, playing a listless and argumen- 
tative game of Irene and 
Gwen, banjo. and drums respectively, 
{quarelling over the merits of marcel and 
Mater wave. = Dolores, trumpet, blow- 
Tog upon a frah coating of os) pink 
Inuid nal-polih Babe, via and 
Coomidionney suftsog the attentions of & 
traveling salesman. 

“The conductor passed. through, and 
they hailed him, one and all for the tenth 
time. "When do. we move?" 
‘SH forthe night?” 


gia rckey since breakfast” 
er The conductor was patient, but 
‘oncommittal. He mentioned, for the 
tenth time, that smoking was not allowed 
in'the car. He moved on. 

Angela looked out upon the gray, snow: 
blurred landscape. Did some glimmer- 
ing of its familarity reach her? Holly 

and memories of the five years be- 
‘vee... She had played in eabarets 
find. picture palaces, where orchestra 
feaders and managers had pursued her. 
She had made eight round tips on a 


third-rate oceanliner, where the French . 


captain had paid het marked attention, 
‘She had been dicovered by a modernist 
poet. "She had had a sensational succest 
‘on the Loew Circuit, In all that time, 
she had heard nothing from Holly—ot 
from Peter At frst she had sent him 
‘occasional small notes without any ad- 
‘dress, and just cften enough to keep him 
stirred. The fippant substance of these 
notes fad Deen enough to drive a good 
‘man in love with her erazy—from that 
‘ery first one, which had hinted ata con- 
tinued close friendship with the drummer! 
Yes, Angela had gone that far out of her 
way to torture Peter... 

‘But now the relecion of a lantern in 
the darkening pane theough which she 
stared caught Angela's attention, Tt was 
carried by'a man moving in the dim gray 
‘world beyond. This lantern was fate’s 
Firat signal to Angela, 

Now voices 8 the passageway’ 

‘he man with the lantern ard the con 
Udactor entering their car. ‘The fellows 
ou overcoat and bis cap with the ear 
‘mules were plastered with snow; his 
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hhawk's face a wet, stinging red from the 
storm, was Strangely familar to Angela, 
“SS there a Mr Zeppo aboard?” called 
the conductor. No answer from the pas- 
“This isthe last car,” be 


dividual, ‘now what'll [tll them ladies? 
‘A two-mile drive from the village, diggin’ 


through most of the way—"" 


“Zeppo,” murmured Angela, “Is it 


+ Zep, the vais you're oka for?” 


‘gize jumped to her. “The same, 
‘ma'am! Do you know—?" 

"Know of him. What i it—a special 

ame?” 

Special—you've said it! This here 
bird's due to play in the Holly Grand 
Opera House at eight-thirty. sharp to- 
night, The house is pretty nigh sold out, 
and it’s important—a benefit affair. T 
{Srore to Mise Trask ofthe Ladies’ Better- 
‘ment League that I'd tunnel over here 
and fetch him bac, if it was my last—' 

Ladies’ Betterment League!" Holly — 
are we close to Holly?” 

“Two miles, ma'am," But of course— 
this was Sam ‘Jones of the coal and feed 


tore! Angel's dark wide 
“and wider upon Suddenly 
they showed dancing poin's of gold; the 


‘muscles of her cheek nagged to stale. 
His hawk eyes were blank of any slightest 
cognition of her. This was rich—Oh, 
ich "Waitt" ssid Angea. 

‘She rose, slid into a moleskin jaquette 
and ttle scarlet felt hat," Wha's the 
dea?” gasped Lola. 

“Gils, gather up your compacts—and 
collect. the pipes. and. cymbals!” or- 
dlered Angela, “Better button. your- 
Selves against the weather. We've got 
tne. catload of instruments, si. 
Ist there & farmhouse or two alo 
way where we could collect a couple of 

livvers to rate the human baggage into 

nine of us girs 


Listen,” said_ Angela, “we nine will 
take the place of Me. Zippo, ‘A whole 
brags band instead of one dinky vi 
baw 

But E dunno what Miss Trask—' 

The price,” stid Angela, will be the 
same, Man, ite a bargaia Pim offering 
yout” 
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“seems lite Holly woul getitsmoneys 

“Te il Angela stated 

“But Angie what about our Pulace 
dae 2 

"The Polat she said, “will have to 
worry along without us this one maght, 
‘Tho train would never make Rochester in 
time, anyhow. Buck up, gis! ‘Theres 
frre evening-and a hot dianer just 
‘head of your Well?” 

Tiled threedeep in an open sliver, 
they scored Angela all the way into town, 
‘This joint, Holy ist mentioned on the 
road. maps?”". ."Not-that unt of 
Foitime light off, there?Aw, Angie, 
git your funnin’ ‘Bat honest 
A, hats the idea—dhit’s all Y'm ask 
ing?" “Steady, Bo, on them wash- 
Outs! “The springs of ths bus don't sem 
to cope them, and T got me one bad rib— 
Ob, my Gawd, I'm a broken blossom 
1 Rib?—My knees are both frost- 
bit‘and T got no mote basis for a com- 


the farmer boy to drop them at the Max 
plewee Hotel, "You been in this burg 
‘before? Say, got you, Til bet this place 
‘Holly's your bome-town! And I'l bet~ 
gosh, girls, Til bet Angie's got a rube 
‘Sweelie here she's aiming to make st up 
fand take notice. I always did suspicion 
hier of an anchor somewbere in her past, 
‘count of her pulling so straight. Golly, 
T hegin to get the sprit of this detour! 
‘But say, Ti bet nothing as fast asus nas 
fever previously hit this village.” 

“Angela gigwled. “Girl, Tm counting 
fon you for speed” 

“Speed, girs, you hesr her? Angie, 
kid, we're your women" 

And indeed, the performance which 
“The Queen of Jazz and ‘Her’ Band” 
(ie was’ so that Angela had instructed 
them to introluce her, heping well out 
of sight herself) put on in unsuspecting 
fitve' Holly’ tat night vag the fastest 
of fast-stepping metropolitan shows 
Though a hole in. the curtain, she 
watched them gathering—took a keen 
2st in recalling each halF-forgotten lace. 

Miss Jolit Bly, the pet aversion 
(of Ker childhood... «'Miss Sarah ‘Trask 
Peter!" Could it te Peter. “filed 
that grest figure of aman? And 


‘the girl in whitelace with him—the large, 
placid beauty? Surely that was Daisy 
‘Medford, no other Wasi: posible that 
Peter—Angela's Peter—had inarried her? 

~ ind eram-gram heel, nal er 


the place of honor—front row middle, di- 
realy under Arg 

“Mts. Alvah Hutchins, rather doubt- 
fully" announcing the change: “The 
(Queen of Jazz and Her Band, who have 
very kindly offered to substitute for Mr. 
Zepyo, the violist. = -" 

‘he curtain led up, and forthe only 
silent moment of the entire evening, An 
ela was discovered seated at her harp, 
And surrounded by her bevy of girs re 
‘bone, saxaphone, trumpet upraised, each 
Instrument reacy for instant attack. In 


tive face of Holly, no reco 
gels. Girl at burp... harp. = what 
‘dd that suggest? 

Bat Angela gave one jerk of her shorn 
head, and the assault was on. "The 
Lunetic’s Dream,” with every known 
‘aration, . "Angela herself, occupied 
as she was, knew just when the suspicon 
of her identity penetrated, she got it in 
the tightening of her grandmother's face, 
in the sudden fare-up of Feter Hamed's 
colo, inthe general whisper increasing to 
oud buss. = 

“Hot Lipsi” cried Angela, exchanging 
harp for flute, and they were off afresh, 
drowning comment ip blatant and con 
tagious sound. Angela, alittle figure 
animate dress of gold metallic cloth, vas, 
{in th course ofthe next half-hour, every” 


thing at once. She was thunder, light- 
hing, anda cuckoo eal. She doubled, 
trebld, and quadrupled on harp, fute, 
cymbals, and dboe. She was the saucy 
female in the comedy argument between 
the masculine ass sax andthe feminine 
Clarinet. ‘She was the singing soloist in 
Vil You Love Me When My Fliveer’s 
‘on the Bum?” snd the dancing soe 
"Sone Little Someberdy to Lave.” But 
‘why multiply the instances of Angel's 
‘outrageous versity? 

‘With a man’s derby over one eye, and 
swith ber gitslppered fet doing @ hot 
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step on jas one spot ofthe platform, An- 
pure gd lalla 


“hg i the Chtton dane want bamp 
1 fant bump ance 


Te was at this pot that Mrs, Carmody 
rose up, and, supported by Miss Tsk, 
made her way Irom the Opera, Hoste: 
Herexitwas definite and drimatie. And 

was the taptapping of her stice a 
‘ie Tes sure thon formeryr—wae her 
lee rgity failing ever toile? Non: 
Sense! Tt was to cash 
through the ice disapproval 
But suppose the woe hous should walle 
cout on her—? Angela dung benell 
farder into the funmaking. 

“Thehouse di not empty, but gradually cor 
sled unt every quate fot of standing 
room srs occupiel. The tumor of the 
Title Carmody gis specteclar fetsen 
runt have prea over the town. And 
sracually Angela breathed life into’ the 
Gold marble of ther shock and. disap 
Drova It was a nal feat of real penis 
Pithe wey Angel, single hot coal n'a 
bed of pray aes, fanned sp, atlas, 
Bona fie fre. And now she was getting 
‘over do them something of her own strong 
Ieeling ef the sincerity, the underlying 
sadness ef ane, The modersist poet who 
had disowvered her had pullished state- 
rents te the effect that Angela was a 
artist witha mission in fe. Holly, how 
ver remotely, wis experienc 
‘lane ofthe mime thought. 

"The list hall was a rollk, with the 
audience shouting for favorites and wi 
Ung in Angela dosed, finally, after six 
encores snd teven bows. She Avoided @ 

sonal ovation. only” by sling out 
Through a ear doo 

“Twenty mites ate, i the privacy af 
Angel's hotel ecroomy the etre come 
Pee ni oe a 
feet, when the clerk tcrphoned up: 
*Gehtlean to see you, Mss Carmody 

Peter! What sould he want of her? 
Angela an down tothe deserted lounges 
Deter wae deal white: Ange erslf ws 
rriher ple, ""Ohy lla 

"Hel Angela) I... ladies of the 
League have sent mo." 
‘Cony sod Ange. 


“Lit an amful mess” 

“Good to see you." sid Angela bright- 
ly. “By the way, Peter are you matried 
1 att Day Metlond™ 

“<Hm-—engaged to her?” 

“Not yet said Peter succinety, “but 
hope 19 be." 

“im.” Wel, what's an aveful mess? 
a sy 1 saved the night for the Ladies 
League, They bad fll hse, didn't 
thes? 

“Tite nat that; the receipts were pod 
‘They falsed their thowand something 
cover, But it was a conditional propose 
tion, see—Mre Carmody would give five 
thousand, f ey mae their goal But 
howahe goes ack on her word She sys 
it was a cooked-p job. You've got to 

‘he, Angie and convince your 
sgranimother thatthe League had nothing 
{0 do mith bringing you here” 

“Nim. 'What's the fund for? More 

eaneup?? 
oy foe foe children's ward in 
the town hospital” 

“Ont In that case—" 

Peer and iss ‘Trask were the 
nesses ofthe combat between Angela snd 
id Mrs. Carmody. Her grandinother, 
Snrelased upon the Duncan Phyfe sa 
‘with pillows at her end and ameling 
Talis Rt her tose refused to have any 
regotations with reason, The Ladies 
etque had Exported Angela and her 
atrocious band a0 8 direct snsult to her, 
Pers Carmody. ‘The Ladies’ League 
ould then rslo for the additioaal hve 
thouand.” All Angela's explanations, al 
her plea for litle sick children, were to 
noavail. And yet, under the sted of her 
dranimother suluimatum, Angela caught 
{tiny quivering of the moustached ip. 
‘The poor ol est was valitary ©. > and 
srosuer than he had beens 

“Isn't there" hinted! the gil softly, 
“any appeal Tcan make to you? Can't 
wwe come to—to any terms, gram?” 

‘The old lay ned bad at Angela's 
reiting. "There's Peter Tasid then — 
Trty tnow—if youd marry=—" 

“Oh, Angel,” entresed. Mies Trac, 
“if you just evald bring yourself 0 do 
for Holy Fer the fund” 

“Angela ited to: Pett both eoesidera- 
tion th nterogston. 
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‘But Peter moved backward from her never have the impule again, 

Noy" he , “I don’t wou —" sat ly I want to be nice to you 

Having played the situation, Angela The drummer—all the others—were noth 
por, firmly She timed to ing in my ie, Jur tion! That gos. 
‘Mis! “"Thefivethousand is yours pel, Peter. But that person in the face 
Til write you my own check for it. Tell window-curtain with you to-night—that 
that to the ladies, “And ram, il drive Daisy "Mediord—do) you tumble for 
to bargains with you, understand? If I 
teary Peter its Deas 1 chem to Tee bisa \peceligiay® 
marry him—it's conditional upon noth- sighed Peter. 
ing, "As a matter of fact, if you hada’t Suddenly Angela twisted from him, 
Pilled so hard for Dster—put im so and clicked off the telephone receiver 
terribly under the disadvantage of your She called the hotel and. got, Lola La 
choig— ‘As a matter of fact,” she trailed Mont. "Lola," she sad, “you'll have to 
off, “even now—if Peter himself weren't go on without me. What? .. Yed, 
som averse —" ts 


Peter's arma in the balay. "But And‘Lola, wil youship me the harp? 
‘that damned drummer scoundrel—all It's a parlor pisce—retires with me—uh 
those others—" buh.” 


